	Walking in Autumnal Days Away by C L Couch
(written then re-cast to fit the mold—wait, now save the parts parenthetically ‘til you find the other, normal end first time, okay, please and thanks?)

	And I simply like the fall is all And walking down the walk Past the library that is across The street from the haunted house Really, with tall and iron spikes With arrow points along the tops That make the rail, well, rail (so careful of a sidewalk crack)

	And I simply like the fall is all And walking down the walk Past the brick place with a roof That we could huddle under Waiting for the bus to school Or town—the fumes from passing Trucks and cars also huddled with us (you know, the folklore of

	And I simply like the fall is all And walking down the walk Back then, I used to like the crunch the leaves Even the chores to come that Crunching would remind me The dogs would need some care And everything raked up and packed (the crack

	And I simply like the fall is all And walking down the walk We’re told this winter will be milder Which is fine with me, since I Recall the season when the bridge Fell down across the city river But I’ll take a cold autumn, thanks (in parental backs)

	And I simply like the fall is all And walking down the walk (in case you do like Mom and wish)

	The walk I have is broken through With roots of tree, but so am I Broken bricks and not-so-smooth Concrete: am I not made of the Same stuff, I think—but I do like The fall  and the evenness of life The walk, even upended, invites (her well)

	And I simply like the fall and Cold-autumnal days; the shorter Nights are sad through there is Good thought in the melancholy And I like the walk and walking It’s an easier exercise to do Which is why, however wet or uneven (and you’d want good)

	And I simply like the fall is all And walking down the walk (posture, really when it cost safe steps)

	And so let’s talk (preventive and alone, why
not?—now second time, read these other parts)


